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merce will usually ,be directed mainly by a
commercial estimate of the expedient and the
inexpedient, and will leave behind it but few
trophies of heroism and honest fame.

This castle commands, from its vantage-
ground, a view of the Black Sea, on "which the
Greek sailor looked with such aversion, con-
trasting it with Ms sunny JSgean. As gloomy
as its name, its expanse spread far away into
the distance; and 1 can easily believe that it is, as
it is said to be, the laboratory of all the storms
that vex the more westerly regions of the Sea of
Marmora and the Levant. At the extremity
of it, and just opposite to the entrance of the
Bosphorus, stand the Cyanean Bocks, the far-
famed Symplegades. As I looked upon their
lofty grey masses, and that rift between them,
through which the Argo sailed, I was vividly
reminded of thjtt noble passage at the com-
mencement of the Medea, in which the Nurse
laiftents that the pine-trees had ever left their
home on Pelion's side, or exercised in rowing
the heroic arms that wafted her mistress from